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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

You slammed open the doors of the sky, 
And there stood the tremendous sun. 

Lake, gilded in the morning, 

I have come out of you, 

A fresh-water Neptune; 

And the water rang little bells 

Trickling down 

Along my flesh. 

Lake, garden of the colors, 

Sweet-breathing mouth of Chicago, 

Words die in the fingers of a sick man, 

As children dying on a poor father. 

Take my promise, lake. 

SLEEP 

At the bottom of the abyss of sleep 

A black cradle rocks. 

Pain, slight, with evanescent fingers 

Pushes it. 

Under the cradle is earth, 

To cover and stifle you. 



AUBADE 



The morning now 
Is a white corpse— 
The nightmares 
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Killed her. 
Vainly the breeze 
Wafts a terrible sadness 
Over her body. 



ENCOUNTER 

Little grey lady sitting by the roadside in the cold, 
My fire is to warm you, not to burn you up. 

Little grey lady in your little grey house in the warmth, 
Your warmth is to loosen my frozen arms and tongue, 
Not to drowse me. 



SERMON 

Chao-Mong-Mu freely laid his hands over the sky: 
You do not know how to lay your hands over the breasts 
of your beloved. 

Chao-Mong-Mu made the tree dance at his will: 
You do not know how to hug a rough tree and say 
"darling" to it. 

Chao-Mong-Mu magnificently ran a shaft of sunlight to 

smash against the treetops: 
You walk carefully, carefully, and fend off the sunlight 

with your grey clothes, although you're very poor. 
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